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...HORROR sa WEIRD wore -hat CONFUSES as it TEASES... for iT^sANS/ftAWi- THINM.. and 
/many things mean horror... it ,s a word slishtly 8&ono definition, for horror is people and 
emotioned expression. 




... horror s people...mmp/res..wer£wolves 
. . . corpses.- osscure monsters. . . 

...8UTin£W6C7\..itis /©£/... afraid of what such 
BEASTS and F/ENDS MiSHT ^O TO rtH/... 



...HORROR S EMOTION, "KEREFORE ...the 
UNNAMEASLE, INDESCRIBABLE ^SflA? "HAT OHE*C0*M£S 
fOU WHEN YO^-ARE PRESENTED WITH SOMETHING >OU CAN 
NEITHER UNDERSTAND NOR ACCEPT N TOUR /*f//V£?.. .WHICH 
IS WHY HORROR IS INCURABLY LINKED To MADNESS AND 

zcv/V/icr.. 





««tt<si» l^lfelSlfeii^ii *ksT£ 



...whetein we 
ilutll alt 3hink to 



in the Qiave, ana 

buxtf the 13 3>ead Vhingi.. 

...this h the... 

Pdy-cho 
in Al 
Uomb... 
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SCREAM SCREEN SCENE- 

THE MUMMY 




GOOD EVENING LADY AND GENTLEMEN... 
WELCOME TO FIRST CLASS PRIVATE FLIGHT 
602 FROM TOKYO TO CALCUTTA... I AW TOUR 
CAPTAIN... JACK.8CXVIN... 
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.ME WAS AN.., 
I ABOMINABLE 
1SNCWMAN.. 

- AND... MARCEL I 
WAS A 
M/MPt*£.. 




JMfM' \ \ 



. . . have you WRITTEN to us recently? It you have 
your part n' parcel ot this little mesa we call: 

...THE SUTBER-SLIMK PAGES OF WRETCHED 
LETTERS AND DEGENERATE ANNOUNCEMENTS... 



. . I remember finding myself 
i a hospital ... I can't tell 
what hospital I was in . . . all 
I know is it was TERRIBLE . . . 

. . no one was around ... but 
could hear mind-twisting 
streams ... I tried walking 
. tried shutting out the 
screaming in my brain . . . then 
I saw the HORROR . . . 



... it was all I could do to 
keep on walking . . . walking 
. . . than through my fear I 
heard two VOICES ... I tried 
to SCREAM but my voice was 
lost and nothing cama out save 
a WHIMPER ... I walked to 
the door and threw II open . . . 
the two figures had no faces 
. . . blood dripped from their 
hands and coats ... I froze 



. . . bodies . . . butchered 
bodies all about . . . once they 
were human . . . now they were 
just BITS tilling the halls of the 
hospital . . . 



... I wanted to scream but 
could not ... I wanted to run 
but could not . . . 

... the things raised their 
arms to reveal gleaming knives 
poised ready to strike me . . . 
behind me the door snapped 
and locked . . . they plunged 
the knives into my arms ... my 
blood poured out and down my 
arm . . . again they struck, now 



. . . Is MACABRE MAELO CiNTRON . . . 

. . . Maelo la the co-creator (with Archaic Al) ol the most, 
original horror characters this medium has ever produced 
. . . THE HUMAN GARGOYLES . . , 

. . . aince making hie debut in NIGHTMARE #9 with THE ZOO 
FOR THE BEASTS OF THE UNIVERSE, Maelo has produced 
masterpiece after masterpiece . . . Including: PETER PIPER 
PICKED A PECK OF PICKLED CORPSES (In PSYCHO #10) 
and THE COMIC-MACABRE (scheduled for SCREAM #1) . . . 
the reaction from readers about Macabre Maelo Is best Bummed 
up in this note from a Mr, E. A. Poe of Boston, Massachusetts: 

'* . . . STfl . . ."1 

. . . another reader, a Mr. H. P. Lovecraft, who is giving a 

course In horror at Mlskatonic University, wrote In to ask If 

Maelo would care to drop by his class one day and give a 
lecture ... 

. . . unfortunately this is Impossible as Macabre Maelo has 
. . . err . . . a certain rare SKIN DISEASE and . . , choke 
does not go out In (he DAYLIGHT . . , If he did hfa akin 
would turn to STONE . . 






favorite unknown writer' when his first story is 



. . . that's what (Awkward) Augustine Funnel! is finding out right about now ... for one 
thing, the local newspaper sends out a reporter to write up a human interest story 
calling you 'a local Edgar Allan Poe' . . . and then there's all your friends and family 
who rush out and buy every copy of your story they can find . . . and there's fringe 
benefits too . . . like when you csll yourself a 'horror writer' you can PROVE IT . . . and 
you've got MONEY in your pocket lo buy extravagant self-indulgences like: ... a pencil 
. . . a stapler ... a new eraser . . . 

. . . "everybody's favorite unknown writer" Gus Funnell Isn't unknown anymore . . . 
his first Skywald tale (and his first published story) was in NIGHTMARE #12 . . . 
MONSTER MONSTER ON THE WALL ... his second tale is in this issue: MONSTER 
MONSTER IN THE GRAVE ... in future issues watch for many more tales of the macabre 
from the mood-team's newest member . . . 



EDITORIAL MOTE... READERS WILL HOTE ™AT 
THE COVER STORY THE 13 DEAD THINSS,00£S 
NOT APPEAR IN THIS ISSUE . THIS IS DUE TO A 
LAST MINUTE DELAY IfJ THE ARTWORK, HOWEVER, 
THIS EXCELLENT STORY WILL APPEAR IN A FUTURE 
ISSUE...THANK YOU... 



A\fv;/»n H&J 



at my neck . . . again . . . and 
again . . . killing me . . . 

... it was a dream of course 
... a nightmare . . . one mat 
recurs . . . again and again 
. . . WHY? . . . Someone tell 
me WHY? . . . 

. . . perhaps another reader 
might have an answer for this 
NIGHTMARE WORLD Riddle 



. . . TAMMY WATSON writes: 
"who takes all those great 
photographs for the letters 
pages of the mood-team" . . . 
none other than Skywald's own 
archaic staff photographer, 
Archaic Al, who once-upon-a- 
time was a well-known news- 
paper photographer . . . 

. . . "what's the MOOD-TEAM 
working on these days", writes 
JESS NOMAD of Corpus Christi, 
Texas. ". . . well, we're working 
on SCREAM mainly ... the 
newest and bestest from the 
lunatic talents of Cintron, Sos- 
tres, Gual, Segrelles. Marcos 
and . . . just about EVERYBODY 
on the MOOD-TEAM who's ever 
wanted, to let loose with the 
GREATEST ART POSSIBLE . . . 
It's a magazine of creative 
FREEDOM and it SHOWS . . . 
on sale June 25 . . . miss it 
not . . . 



. . . NOSFERATU is coming . . . 

... In fact, folk, now that 
SCREAM is well underway we're 
talkin' about doing a 4th title 
. . . how does the straight-to- 
the-point title: 'MACABRE' grab 
you? ... it may be comln' 
your way a lot faster'n you 
think . . . 

. . . your BIGGER BUNCH OF 
QUESTIONS are flowing into the 
mailroom at a fantastic rate: 
our sad mailroom gal BELLE 
BOTTOMS has to climb in 
through the WINDOW (and that 
Isn't EASY ... the office is 
on the 15th floor) . . . 

do '. 

. . . and even if you DO have 
something better to do It CAN'T 
be as Important as helping the 
MOOD-TEAM decide what's up 

S0WR.TE-/\|3:(/ACAd- 




. . . as a public service SKYWALD 

!ireaertts the following letter from 
ZZY OSGOODE Of BIRMINGHAM, 
ALABAMA ... 



. . . Dear Archaic Editors . . . 

■ . . I hops you will publish my letter 
as I believe It may be of interest to 
your readers , , . 

. . . recently I fall oti a cliff near 
my home ... I was iust sitting 
there minding my own business, 
reading s book (Dostoyeveky: Not** 
from the Underground) when I felt 
a great shaking of the. entire cliff 
beneath me ... f Jumped up and 
was astonished as the ground opened 
up beside me and a grotesque. 
mammoth SLUG crept out and SPAT 
AT ME ... I couldn't help but be 
SURPRISEO, and stepped backwards 
Off the cilH falling two thousand 
feet below 

'•■».. when I tended t was a MESS 
... my skin {see my picture) turned 
PURPLE and strange SCALES began 
to replace ray skin ... my poor 

parents were aghast arid sold all 
their belongings and sacrificed 
EVERYTHING to pay a akin specialist 
, ; to help me ; . . 




. . . help came in the person of 
dermatologist DR. HERMITT WASHT 
of neighboring Georgia State . . . 
now thanks to the labors of Or. 
Waaht my skin is its normal soft 
n' silky self . . . 

. . . unfortunately however, when I 
fen off the cliff I DIED ... but at 
least my parents can hold funeral 
services with an OPEN COFFIN . . . 

Sincerely 

tZZY OSGOODE 

a note from the Editors . . . 
... we commend the aerf-sacrlficing 
parents of IZZY OSGOODE for their 
unselfish act to save their son's face 

... we wsnt to HELP these good 
people to get out of the poor house 
and back on tha road to prosperity 
. . . therefore. SKYWALD is setting 
up a special FUND to help these 
people out . . . pfeasa send your 
contributions (whatever you can 
afford) to this address: the archaic 
editor's phony gimmick-to-make- 
extra-money fund . , . theSkyweld 
Publishing Corporation ... 



..for your library of the macabre... 




mxm 



. does your library look like this? ... a degen- ^^. 

erating, rotting, wretched, DISORGANIZED iMfe fjJE 

MESS? . . . -m — fe*. ■&£» 



J^ 



. . . you too can have a library like this! ... a 
degenerating, rorting, wretched but ORGANIZED 





. . . preserve your PSYCHO and NIGHT- 
MARE magazines in these handsome 
ibrary cases, constructed of heavy book- 
binder's board covered with scuff -resistant 
simulated leather in dull grotesque black. 
Lettering is embossed on the fat spine in 
degenerate silver, and each custom case 
comes complete with a silver transfer so 
^ you can print your name. And just like in 
«- these pathetic photographs you can get 
— your macabre library organized and off 
R the floor where the rats have been 
I chewing your magazines to shreds . . . 



. . . custom cases are $4.25 each ... we pay postage . . . send coupon to: JESSE JONES BOX CORPORATION 

... I have enclosed $ in archaic money POST OFFICE BOX 5120 

for: NIGHTMARE case □ DEPT.-ARCHAIC P & N 

PSYCHO caseQ PHILADELPHIA PA 19141 

Name 

Address 

City and other 



The night air felt good against 
him as he leaped through the 
darkness from rooftop to 
rooftop. the blood lust was 
upon hl/w this night of the full 
moon , and with the horror of 
that blood lust came the ooy 
of revcnge. the soy of 
righteous revenge.' 





ONtY MERE BLOCKS- 
LEFT .- MERE 
/W£VW£AT.S UNTIL 
THOSE &LOCKSWERE 
COVERED. HE LEAPED 
INTO A PARK _ 

ALLEy TO CONTINUE 
ON THE GROUND. 



AS ME MOVED THE MOMENTS BUSSED LIKE 
ETERNITIES.. HE WAS READ/ FOR THOSE 
WHO HATED HIM, AND WAS LOATHE TO HAVE 
THE TIME PASS 5° SlOmY HE WANTED 
TO FEEL THEMSQWRMMS... HEAR THEIR 
FUTILE SCREAMS AS HE SLOWLy CHOKED 
THE LIFE FROM THEM.' 



HE COULD SEE THEM. ..THE 
tA ST TWO ON A LONG 
LIST OF THOSE TODIE/ 
HE WANTED TO BURST 
THROUGH THE WINDOW- 
BUT HE HAD WAITED SO 
tO/VS THAT MERE 
MOMENTS WOULD MAKE 
LITTLE PIFFERENCEAPItr 



HE SAW THEM MOVE... GET 
R£ADyTOi»>W.' 
EXCITEMENT POUNDED 
WITHIN HIM AS HE MOVED 
TO THE DOOR. THEY 
WERE COMING .' 




THEV WENT DOWN WITHOUT A 
STRUGGLE. THE WEREWOLF 
STARTED TO CHOKE ONE 
OF THEM, BUT THEN, AN 
ALMOST FORGOTTEN «A/V 
CAME BACK TO HUM IN 
WAVES OFBURHINGAMWff 



HE FOUGHT THE 
OVERPOWERING 
URGE TO KIP 
THEIR THROATS 
OUT AS HE SCOOPED 
THEM INTO HIS ARMS 
AND BOUND 
INTO THE DARKNESS 
FOR ALMOST AN 
HOUR HE TRAVELLED, 
UNTIL HIS 
DESTINATION 
LOOMED BEFORE 
HIM. 



THE HOUSB! IT WAS LIKE THE 

others secuidep FROM 

HO/tMAL HUMAN BEINGS. HOW 
IONS HAD HE LIVED HERE AS A 
CHILD ? HIS CLOUDED BRAIN COULD 
NOT COME UP WITH THE RIGHT 
ANSWER. HE HAP LIVED IN SO 
MANY HOUSES AS A CHILD. 




HE CARRIED THEM INSIDE 
AS THEY BEGAN TO AWAKEN. 
SAVAGEiy HE THREW THEM 
TO THE FLOOR. THEY, TOO, 
REMEMBERED THE HOUSE 
AND A SHREAD OF REALIZATION 
ENTERED THEIR MINDS, THEy 
BEGAN TO SCRSAM HAD 
HE BEEN ABLE, THE n. 

WEREWOLF MIGHT HAVE - I 
SMILEO. WITH A SAVAGE 
HOWL HE LEAPED AT 
THE MEN. _/-^«b 1 



m 



wu 
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THEY WERE HELPLESS 
BEFORE THE ONSLAUGHT 
MOMENTS LATER THEY WERE 
M£RE PILES On BLEEDING 

Fiesn- 





HE TURNED QUICKLY AND LEFT THE 
HOUSE, AVENGED AT LAST' HE'D HAD 
HIS REVENGE AND HIS SAVAGE 
HEART FELT LIGHTENED/ 




HE REACHED A CLEARING, THEN 
STOPPED, SNIFFING THE EARLY 
MORNING AIR. HE LOOKED TO 
THE SKy. IN ANOTHER HOUR IT 
WOULD BE LIGHT. AND THEN, THE 
MEMORIES CAVE BACK... A 
PLAN HE HAD FORMED. 




HE TURNED FROM THE CLEARING 
AND HEADED ONCE WORE TOKARP 
THE HOUSE. HIS PLAN WAS ALMOST 
COMPLETED! 




WITH FALTERING STEPS HE 
WALKED TOWARD THE HOUSE, 
HIS HEART BEATING LIKE 
A TRIP-HAMMER. 

19 



H(S SEARCH ENDED QUICKLY AWOMEWT 
LATER, HE HELD THE ANSWER TOHlS BURNING 
AGONY. A MOMENT LATER, HE SOLVED 
AU Wii PROBLEMS. 




HIS LIFE FLOWED OUT BEFORE HIS 
CyeS. HAD HE SEEN ABLE . HE 
MIGHT HAVE SMILED ' .AGAIN ... 
BUT HE COULDN'T. WITH NOTHING 
/MORE THAN A SHUDDER, HIS 
TORTURED BODY PifP 
THE MORNING SUN SHIMD 
THROUGH A BROKEN WINDOW, 
AND IN THE DISTANCE, THE FIRST 
SOUNDS OF A NEW DAY PROMISED 
PCACeMQCONTENTMENT 
FOR ALL. 



AM972 



Wt*) i* 






1 



HorroRituol member 






mm$ 



Is Registered an Official 



And is entitled to all 
horrors and benefits 
pertaining thereto. 



1 i I!. .. : I ■ . j 

UHlMlUiil tt/2 Alar, HewtttDn 




WE DARE YOU To 

TAKE PART IN THE 

HORRORITUAL 

. . . DRACULA 1972 A.D. is the KIND of horror movie 
we've come io expect these days . . . which can 
best be summed up in a single word: ENTERTAIN- 
MENT . . . 

. . . there's no great plot ... no great photography 
... no great acting or great ANYTHING ... but you 
don't leave the theater without having experienced 
a measure of excitement and emotion . . . DRACULA 
1972 A.D. is one of a DOZEN movies released every 
year, like FROGS and ASYLUM and TALES FROM THE 
CRYPT and DR. PHIBES that aren't MEANT to be 
anything BUT: ENTERTAINMENT . . . 

. . . The pundits and movie fanatics who go to the 
theater and complain when they don't see a master- 
piece are FOOLS . . . they went to the wrong movie 
... by the wrong movie-makers . . . they are in a 
MINORITY ... the likes ot Karloff's FRANKENSTEIN, 
Chaney's PHANTOM OF THE OPERA, and Davis' 
WHATEVER HAPPENED TO BABY JANE and HUSH. 
HUSH SWEET CHARLOTTE are in the minority . , . 
but as great as THEY are. they have their PLACE in 
the way of things . . . just as DRACULA t972 A.D. 
also has its place . . . 

. . . DRACULA 1972 A.D. is a GREAT movie in the 
commercial sense ... it isn't thought-provoking or 
meaningful . . . and its certainty isn't a masterpiece 
. . . it's just ENTERTAINING . . . 



The Count 



s back, with an eye lor London's 
| hotpants... and a taste for everything. 




A Kimmtr Production Star rm( 



DRACULA 

AJMBJ2 

CHRISTOPHER LEE- PETER CUSHING 

STEPHANIE BEACHAM • CHRISTOPHER NEAME • MICHAEL COLES 

I DON HOUGHTON Ciecutive Producer MICHAf L CAMERAS - Produced by JOSEPHINE DOUGLAS 
ALAN GIBSON from Warntr Bros.. i Warner Communiutioni Company to ?m rr?~??^L 




THERE WERE THREE STREETLIGHTS 
SEPARATING THEM WHEN THE MAN FIRST 
GLIMPSED THE MUTE FIGURE 

M SHADOWS. . . 

"^1 



THE MAN IS BRIEFLY PINPOINTED IN THE 
STREETLIGHT'S HARSH GLARE, AND THEN 
THERE ARE TWO PALLID SPLASHES OF 
UGHT CLEAVING THE DISTANCE BETWEEN 
HIM AND THE MYSTERIOUS FIGURE AHEAD... 



THE MAN PLUNGES THROUGH ANOTHER 
SHOWER OF LIGHT FEELING VULNERABLE 
UNDER THE REVEALING ILLUMINATION, 
RESENTING THE GLOOMY FIGURE'S 
ADVANTAGE OF IMPREGNABLE CWWNESS 
...AND THEN THERE IS ONLY ONE 
OBSTACLE OF LIGHT BETWEEN THEM... 




THE CLOWN'S CREDENTIALS ARE ESTABLISHED 
WITHOUT WORD ORRAPER...WS FACE IS 
WRAPPED IN GAUDY GREASEPAINT... 



...AND JUST AS CLEAR. IS HISflWWSflS'... HIS FIST TIED AROUNDALEN3TH 
OF WICKED PAIN.. 





COLD BREEZE ON HOT SWEAT, THE CORE OF THE MAN'S BEING SHUDPERS, 
AND THE FIBERS OFHlS SOUL ARE RIMED STIFF WfTH FROST. . . 




THE MAN'S FACE IS NAKED, 
AND HIS FISTS FREE... SO HE 
WW- 



THE MAN RUNS FROM FEAR., 
VISE- LIKE AND IMPLACABLE... 



THE MAN RUNS FROM A 
CLOWN, MUTE AND 
MOTIONLESS.. 



BUT MOST OF ALL HE RUNS 
FROM HIMSELF.. .THE ATTEMPT 
FUTILE- 




HE LEAVES THE CLOWN AT MIDNIGHT FAR 
BEHIND, A TINY SPLASH OF INCONGRUITY 
GLITTERING UNDER THE SFOTLIGHT OF 
INSIGNIFICANCE... BUT HIS HEADLONG 
MADFLIGHT OF DESPERATION PAY6 NO 
HEED TO SUCH FACTS AND 
PERPETUATES ITSEU*.., 



FIRST THERE WAS P6S/R£ 




<FTER THAT IHOiaMATION KM NOT FAR KHINS I 



'SO ITS «OdCA9AKBH?K)U'0> , «MS#.-1ou'«e 
RS_FUM (Ml TOR AM«... THAT... J( MUXPH* W J 




^f MUffT'Ve PUTArfM* BBTWefN ] 

■ THAT OOWN AND WY ACHING LEGS/ 

■ HE CWT B* AN7WHEK NCAA ME } 
■V NOW.... aMHMHM ^j 
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THEN... CRASHING, PAIN- STUPPEP S#A4t£. 
' SET YOUR SLIMY 

[ wws o«p you 



A BAT FROM BLACKNESS, THE CLOWN SWOOPS AND CROUCHES, 
KNIFE GLEAMING INTHE SCANT LIGHT... POINTED AT THE /WW... 




AND THE FURY SAVE HOARSE VeNT TO 

the row. 



FEAR IS A BAG CDF fiOD DEEP I N 
HIS OUT-- THE BAG IS SLASHED, 
EVISCERATED, AND THE ACID 
SUFFUSES THROUGH EVERY AfcW 
OF HIS SCREECHING BOOT 1 .. . 



THEN CAME WELTING PANGS OF JBALOUSY. 




MADNESS BITING ATHIS FRANTIC HEElS,THEMAN BOLTS DOWN THE GANGWAY, SCARCELY BAYING ATTENTION TO THE SKITTERING 




ANDTHEN, ENVY, AS GREEN ASTHE NEON GREASEWlNT 
OFACLOWN'S GARISH RACE: 



...UNTIL IT IS SUCCEEDED BY THE JACfc-IN-THE-BOX SPRWQ OF A 
LEERING, KNIFE- WIELDING JACKAMAPE... 





mO ALL OF THEM-- OESIR.E, REJECTION, INDIQHATtON, SHAME, fiitt% 
AVOWAL, JEALOUSY, HELPlESSt/BSS, ENVY fiHDRESOUAi -ALL OF THEM 
CULMINATE W SILENT, BRUTAL DEATH: 




ICY SWEAT SLUICES DOWN HIS FACE; 
HIS LESS SHUDDER, THREATENING TO 
CAPITULATE; HIS HEART ITCHES, 
TICKLES... 




AND AFTER THE INVESTIGATIONS, AFTER 
THE SOMBER BURIAL, AFTER THE 
ACQUITAL... CAME THE /WW/: 



THE MAN'S HEART FLUTTERS, FIBRILLATES 
FRANTICALLY; HE PANTS AND GASPS, 
WHEEZES AND STRAINS.. .STRUG3LES UP 
THE STAIRS TO AN UNFAMILIAR. HOUSE... 



THEN CAME THE PITIFUL ATTEMPT AT 
RATIONALIZATION, CONCILIATION, AND THE 
INEVITABLE MASS DISMISSAL : 




AND FROM THAT A MASSIVE 
WELLING OF OBSESSIVE 
HATRED AND, YES, MM 
FOR CLOWNS... AND THIS 
NIGHT'S RELENTLESS 
SPRINT THROUGH HORROR- 
A SPRINT WHICH HAS MORE 
THAN TAKEN ITS TOLL ON 
THE MAN'S OWERWORKED 
BODY... 



...AN OVERWORKED BODY WHICH HALTS AS IT 
CONFRONTS THE BIZARRE FORM OF A FOOL 
ABRUPTLY BURSTING FROM THE GLOOM- 
SHROUDED DOORWAY OF THIS MOST 
IMPROBABLE OF HOUSES,. 



...AN OVERWORKED BODY WHOSE HEART IS BRUTALLY ASSAULTED FROM TWO 
FZOKTS-eXHAUSTiON AND SHEER UNMITIGATED FRIGHT... AN OVERWORKED 
BODY WHICH TOPPLES... 




...CRUMPLES, ANO TUMBLES DOWN THE STAIRS INOEATH... COMING TO REST AT 
THE FEET OF A CLOWN--A CLOWN WHO IS THE MIRROR IMAGE. OF THE CLOWN AT 
THE CHEST OF THE STAIRS... 




THE DEATH IS AS A SIGNAL... AND THEY &WERGE FROM THEIR 
VATAGE POINTS AND THEIR HIDING SPOTS, AT FIRST A 
/=E*VATATIME... 



...ANDTHEN IN DROVES. ALL OF THEM DOPPLEGANGERS OF 
EACH OTHER ONE, THEY CONVERGE ON THE SPRAWLED CORPSE 
IT WAS SIMPLE, REALLY- THE CELEBRATED GlGGlE-OH'S 
MAKEUP WAS A MASTeRPIECE THE? HAD ALL STUDIED 




SOON THEY ARE ALL THERE, AND THE CLOWN FROM THE 
STAIRS DISENGAGES THE NOVELTY STORE TRICK KNIFE 
FROM HIS CHEST, DROPS IT TO THE CORPSE. THEY AIL 
AGREE WITH MUTE SATISFACTION THAT THE DEATH Of- A 
BROTHER HAS BEEN AVENGED-., 



...JUSTASTH6Y AGREE THAT THE ONLTTRUE OOWN IN THEIR 
MIDST IS THE ONE WHO LIES ON COLD BHVEMENT UNPAINTED AND 
UNADORNED BY THE TRADITIONAL FOOL'S RAIMENT, AS ONE, THEIR 
FACES LIFT TO THE BLEAK NK3HT SKIES... AND THEIR #0*«. OF 
LAUGHTER IS AWESOME TO BEHOLD. . . 




. . . fhin'i miss Vut at 

dou'II turn into 

tt iiruenmite utgrtxble . . 
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-THIS . . . 

. IS THE NEVER-TQ-BE FQRGDTTEN LIBRARY OF . 




II- :1 17. 1=1 


MACHINE 

H»on» W>- 1 
DEATH _ 1: 






. . . CAN ANY DEAD PERSON EVER FORGET 
THE GUTTERS CHOKED WITH BLOOD - THE 
EXTREME YET NONCHALANT VIOLENCE . . „ 
IN THE RAW AND MAD CRIME MACHINE ,? 
PROBABLY NOT . . . ONLY SOMEONE WHO 
HAS ACTUALLY SEEN THIS MAGAZINE OF 
INCREDIBLY STUPID PUNKS WOULD REALIZE 
IT DOESN'T BELONG ON ANY BOOKSHELF . . . 
BUT THAT'S OKAY . . . YOU CAN PUT IN 
YOURS IF YOU ORDER NOW! 



GET 'EM DIRECT 



. . CAN ANY LIVING PERSON FORGET THE 
BIKE-RIDING SUPERHERO. - THE H ELL RIDER , 
SCRIPTED BY GROTESQUE GARY FRiED- 
RICH7 ONLY SOMEONE WHO HAS NEVER SEEN 
THIS POWERFUL AND DYNAMIC CREATION 
WOULD DOUBT THAT THESE TWO AND ONLY 
TWO ISSUES ARE PRICELESS COLLECTORS 
EDITIONS WHICH HAVE GOTTA BE IN EVERY 
BOOKSHELF ... IF THEY AREN'T IN YOURS 
THEY CAN BE NOW! 




. . . ORDER NDW AND RECEIVE TOTALLY FREE Z BENT, USED ONLY ONCE. SHINY 
METAL BTAPLES WHICH WILL MAKE YOUR PSYCHO AND NIOHTMARE AND HELL- 
RIDER AND CRIME-MACHINE BACK IIIUES STAND-RIGHT-OUT ON YOUR LIBRARY 
BOOKSHELVES . . . 



. . . WHATEVER HAPPENED IN THE SKULL FORES 
FILTHY LITTLE HDU5E OF VDDDDQT . . . DID YD' 
DIE7 . . . THE TRUE COLLECTOR'S LIBRARY DF TH 
NOW AVAILABLE TO YOU DIRECT FROM THE PU 
AND ARE MAILED IN A STURDY DREY MANILLA E 
CEIVED . . . ND LIBRARY CAN EVER BE COMPLETE 
MDDD ISSUES ARE ALREADY 5DLD OUT . . 
BEFORE IT DWINDLES INTO TDTAL OBLIVION ORD 
YDU MISS 'EM NDW . . . TOMORROW YOU'LL HAVE 
YOU'LL HAVE NO-DNE TO BLAME BUT YDURSELF 
CRETIN OR ARE YOU INTELLIGENT AND CAN ANT! 
TO ORDERING NOW? . . . YOU KNOW WHAT'LL HAP 
BEGIN TO SHUDDER A LITTLE . . . THEN SLOWLY 
NERVOUS . . . AFTER A WHILE YDU'LL BEGIN TO 
THEN SOON YOU'LL HATE GETTING DUT OF BED 
BED-RIDDEN AND A HOPELESS DEGENERATE 



□ F OLD EARTH? . . . WHO WAS EVIL IN THE 

FIND DUT ABOUT THE DAY THE EARTH WILL 

ESE MAGNIFICENT COMIC MASTER WORKS IS 

LISHER ... ALL COPIES ARE IN MINT CONDITION 

VELOPE MINUTES AFTER YOUR ORDER IS RE- 

JNLESS YOU HAVE 'EM ALL . . . MANY HDRROR- 

OUR REMAINING STOCK IS DWINDLING . . . 

ER THE COPIES YOU DON'T HAVE NDW ... IF 

TO PAY ID TD 20 TIMES THE PRICE . . . AND 

. . . ARE YQU A STUPID PROCRASTINATING 

CIPATE THE UTTERLY GROTESQUE ALTERNATIVE 

3 EN IF YOU DON'T ORDER NOW? . . . YDU WILL 

YDU WILL NOTICE YOURSELF BECDMIND VERY 

HATE DAYLIGHT . . . THEN NIGHTDARK . . . 

AT ALL . . . PRETTY SOON YOU'LL BE TOTALLY 

ETABLE . . . 



. . . DD YDU REALLY WANT THAT TD HAPPEN? DD YDU REALLY WANT TD BE- 
COME TDTALLY BED-RIDDEN AND A HOPELESS DEGENERATE VEGETABLE? 




AMERICAN CIRCLE CORP DEPT E53 263b PETTIT AVE.. BELLMORE. NY 11710 








YOUR SATISFACTION IS GUARANTEED 
PIbqii Ruth M»: iu- >is«i papwii !»«■« ?) 



...THIS... [$ A NEW HEAP... 

...THIS MBW THAT WEE'S IN THE FILTHY MOONLICHT IN THIS 
U&LY AND FETID SWAMP B NOT THE HEAP WE ONCE KNEW 
AND HATED,.. NONO...NCT W/STHINS... THIS IS A MIHUESS 
MONSTROSITY- ONE WHO CANNOT nUm OR S»£4# 
WITH ANY DEGREE OT INTELLECT-. 



... POLICE 5KEL15 COULD NOT INJURE THE OJ> ffSflP- 
NEITHER. CAN THEX HURT THE MEW HEMP... BUT THIS NEW BEAfT 
DOES NOT IGNORE THEM AS DID THE OTHER ... FOR HE DOBS 
HOT REALIZE WHY THEy ARE FIRED,., IN 57VPMXTY AND 
^Mff... SO WHEN HE IS ATTACKED HE ^/GZ/j-S &&%/ 









.. BUT HE CANNOT BATTLE THE Af/SWOFTHE 
ENTIRE UNITED STATES ARMY ' - AND HENCE 
BECOMES A VICTIM TO THEIR IMPROVISED 
TORTURES... 



... WHICH, THO INGENIOUS, CAHNOT COMPARE TO THE 
STRAN6E AND AWFUL PAIN OF FREE-FALL 
DOWN THE ELEVATOR SHAFT OF THE EMPIRE 
STATE BUILOIN&.. 





HKi 










' 



... AND ALTHOUGH HE SURVIVES, HE NOW, AT THIS MOMENT, 
HOLDS THE LIFE OF /WOT/XX K XI HAHDS ... A CHILD... 
INNOCENT... YET HSR FUTURE RSSTS INTHE ATTITUDE 
OF CIRCUMSTANCE... 



m 

v: 



m. 



■ 



... .MOTHER WORPS... 
APPEALING TO THIS 

LUNATIC B8AST is 

WITHOUT POINT- ONLV CHANCE 
fiiTS CAN SAVE HER... 




THISHBAP HAS NO WIND... EXPECT ttfgMtt IN THE WAV 

Of AN INTELLIGENT ACTION: THEREFORE.,. 



S ^kf 



. mv GOD 



*™«~- . 









fe^^i/UUU.a 



«"fcft' 



... ^JHAT 
HAVE,.. YOU 
£}0/f£, 

-MONSTER?.., 





... HE ONLY W0ND6RS FDR A SECOND BECAUSE... 
HE DOESN'T KNOW AND DOESN'T CARE... ABOUT ANYTHING... 

... are... we d,o\m to... blame or Accuse 

THE AE«0 FOR WHAT HAPPENED WITHIN THAT 54»WWV ? 
HE A7U£0 A THINS WfTHOUT MEANING TO KIM... 
AS... VMS WOULD KILL A FISH, OR A *4a*/T OR PEER 
COR, SPORT WITHOUT THINKIN6 OR REAUZINft THAT... 
THAT /«£ UVIN& TH1NSS HAVE A RIGHT TO LIVE... 
... Wf ARE GUILTY OF MURDER... THE AEdP, 
HERS, IS GUILTY OF,.. NOTHING*.... 



... NOW THE HEAP WALKS DOWN THE CROWDED 

SIDEWALKS LOOKING ABOUT... AT THE PEOPLE AND THE 

BUILDINGS... AND THE SOPHISTICATION OF IT ALL... 

.,. EVEN JIM ROBERTS WOULD WINCE ONCE OR TWICE 

AT WHAT THE HEAP NOW SEES IN THE CTTY... 

TOR ROBERTS WAS NOT OF THE OTY... BUT FROM THE 

COUNTRY,. . RURAL AMERICA.. WHERE LIFE HAS MUCH MORE 

MEANING tW INTENSfTX THAN all this... 

SO-CALLED... SOPHISTICATION ... 



... WHATEVER HAPPENED TO JIM ROBCKTS? 
ROBERTS WAS BORN A HUMAN... LIKE ALL OF OS... YET, THIS 
THINS THAT 4LARES AROUND HIMSELF IS... SO... PUR 
*£MGV£D FROM ANY DEFINITION OF HUMAN-KIND 
THAT... THAT IT MAKES ONE WONDER ... ABOUT THE ALTER-6&0 
HEAPS or HYPES oe SUPERMEN o%CAUSYS THAT 
DWELL WITHIN US... MAKE US WONDER HOW THE 
SOPHISTICATION OF HUMAN-KIND CAN CHANGE SO 
AMP AND SO QUICKLY .■ DEGENERATE INTO SUCH AN 
UTTERLY PRIMAL STATS... 




... WHIN THETWN&".,. THE AtftfA WOKR UP IN HIS OLD MD 
IN THi HOME WHERE HE WAC AOW AND RAIfKO 
AS A HUMAN 31/MS HE LOOKED UP AT 'HE OLD MAN 
ANOWOMAN WHO LOCKED DOWN AT HIM SO STRANGELY... 
AND FOR THI P/XST TIME IN A lOrVfi TIME HE COJLD 





IT WAS ALL- 

THE RESULT OT A 
GROTESQUE... HIDEOUS. 
UNBEUEVABLE 

ACCIPENT 



mm 





... BUT DONT ASK HOW OR WHY... 
WE DONT KNOW HOW OR WHY AND WE DON'T 
EVEN PRETEND TO KNOW 



civwn 




"I SUNK INTO SOME 
CHEMICALS M A 
SCIENTIFIC VAT OP SOME 
KIND.,. SOME MAD 
THING... GOVERNMENT 
RADIO- ACTIVE 

testing AM* 

OR SOMETHING.,. 
WHEN I CAME UP... WHEN 
I CAME OUT- I WAS 
LIKE Wf. « UNABLE 
TO TH/HK^ SPEAK.. 
OH. SOD.,." 



depot: 

hE R0U5! OFF UMKi 
, ER S0NNEL! 





THE HEMP.. 

...THIS MAN-THING WHO WAS BORN TWICE.. 








ONCE AS A MAN.- ONCE AS A B£AST. 
WHAT, WHAT PRAV TELL IS HE A/OW?- 
ft HE MORE MAN W MONSTER?.. 

.,M.„ Hi... NAPPY? 

THE ANSWER TO THAT QUESTION NEED NOT BE. 
MENTIONED... IT IS OBVIOUS IN THIS FINAL, 
CLOSING SCENE.,. HE IS WITH THOSE WHO 
IOVE HIM WITHOUT NEED FOR REASON 
WITH THOSE WHO NEVER QUESTION WHEN 
THERE ft AC NEED. HE IS WITH HIS MOTHER 
AND HIS FATHER..,. THE ONLY TWO PEOPLE ON 
THIS WEIRD GREEN EARTH WHO WILL ACCEPT 
HIM AS HE /S FC* WHAT HE IS 
WHATEVER THAT fir... 
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,., ALTHOUGH THIS ENDS THE A£4P £454? WE 
REALIZE MANY READERS WtLL WRITE TO WANT HIM 
CONTINUED JN A NEW SERIES ... JUST as MANY 
OF SOU WIL BE SATISRSD WITH THIS ENDING,.. 

... BUT THIS IS YOUR MAGAZINE ... WE ALWAYS PO 
WHAT YOU WAHT US TO... AND IF (AND QHLY IF) 
YOU WANT THE HEAP TO CONTINUE: THEN. HE WILL 

... BUT VOU MUST MAKE YOUR OPINION KNOWN TO US... 
3v A SPECIAL VOTE WHICH WILL HONESTLY 
DECIDE WHETHER YOU WANT TO SEE CHARTER 
TWO OF THE HEAP OR NOT- THE COUPON 
BELOW IS FOR THAT PURPOSE.,. WE WILL COUNT 
ALL COUPONS RECEIVED WITHIN 2 MONTHS FROM 
THE SALE DATE OF THIS PSYCHO ISSUE AND LET 
THAT BE THE ANSWER, TO THE QUESTION OF THE HEAP.. 

... WE WILL ALSO MAKE A SPECIAL PRAW FROM ALL 
COUPONS RECEIVED AND WE'LL SEND THE WINNER A 
LARGE "NT OF THE NEAP WHICH ARCHAIC Al WILL 
PERSONALLY AUTOGRAPH TO THE WINNER... BUT GET 
YOUR. COUPON IN A/OW- 



YES, t WWT TO SEE THE HEAP CONTINUED 


.....a 


NO, THE HEAP SHOULD END WITH THIS STORY.— 


a 






NAME __ 


AGE 




CITY AN OTHER 


MAIL IN TO... "YES HEAP... NO HEAP" VOTE 

SKVWALD PUBLISHING- CORPORATION 
18 east 41st St. NY NY. 10017 




T«r HUNGER GNAWS — THE STOMAC ROARS TOR 
NOURISHMENT, AND WITH TOE KPAK.INfLATES... A 
BLOATED REMINDER OF THE OWMS THAT CWIT 

the eur.'/ fooo.'.'FOOD.'.'! AM/rnr/vo id 

APPEASE THE S/7WS JKtflF THAT GMHtt 
INNAROS.'.'.. EV£N. 




1837: THE "IRpN MAIDEN" WAS STRUCK BELOW HER WATER-LINE Wt SOME I 
UNKNOWN OBJECT.' WITHIN MINUTES, ALL COULD SEE SHE WAS OESTJNEO 
to THE OEPTNS.' QUICKLY, SUB WASABANOONeO.'f 



IN THAT FIRST LONG NIGHT, THE (KRTY OF BOATS BECAME 

semttrw.' 

. ONLI THE GNAWINQ HUNQEK REMAINED 

continuous.'! ALL , 
HOPS HMSLOST.'.'] 



IT WAS QUITE ANOTHER STORY WHEN THEY BEACHED THEIR SLIM 
CRAFT ON THE VOLCANIC SHORES/ THE NATIVES HAD NEVER 
HEARD OF "RRoV/OENCE"... ONLY FOOD.'." 




AND SO IT WAS. THAT WHEN LAND WAS 
SIGHTED, THEY Of FERED THANKS TO 

'pucvioemct-.:' 



TWO WEN WERE SELECTED FORTHEATS4Sr THAT NIGHT.' THE OTHER, G/OEON TERRELL 
WORKED THE GIANT SPIT. UPON WHICH HIS WENDS WERE RQASTEO.'! 




CARRIED ON THE A«*7ED WINDS, WAS THE flWfiWWC£ OF HUMAN FLESH 
BEING COOKBD.' GIDEON'S STOMACH ROSE, BUT HE FOUGHT AGAINST THE 
EVER- INCREASING DESIRE TO VOMIT." 



GIDEON'S 0REAK CAME.'HIS guard 
TURNED HIS BACK, AND GIDEON RAN AS 
9 SATAN HJUMK&f WERE AT HIS HEELS. 
HE REACHED A CANOE, SOON FOUOWeD 
B/ AN EAGER NATIVE WHO DID NOT WANT 
HIS FUTURE MEAL To ESCAPE.'/ 



ON THE FOLLOWING MORN, AS THE SOUTH 
PACIFIC SUM CLAWED ITS' WAY TO THE 
AZURES**.. GIDEON REALIZED THERE 
WW NOTHING TO EAT ABOARD THE 
NATIVE DUGOUT.,.. 



n was a sntAHee *- AND qrue some SIGHT that 

MET TH£ EXES OF THE RESCUE SHIP'S CREW.". .. THE 
GNAWED AND 0tfA«£*4££ , <QE0da0XOF 5OMV7MK0 
ONCE HUMAN.'/.' 




THE- CRUNCH- OF AWES', AND THE 
-;«».' FROWA PUNCTUREOLUNG 
SAN* IN GIDEON'S EARS.ASTH6 INERT 
BOOV PELL TO THE FLOOR .'.'.' 



WlTMlN AND 

WlTHOOT... i 



KAATfi W/ 

we're in o/ea/r 

AROUND OUR 
OBJECTIVE/ 







MACHINERY WHIRRED, STIRRED HIM FROM HIS ALMOST FETAL 
SLUMBER. J-IOOIOII SAT UP, HIS PILOT'S SEAT SHIFTED TO 
COMBAT POSITION, GIVING HIM AN UNOBSTRUCTED VIEW OF 
ALL SIDES OF THE PLANET FLIER. 






ffi 
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J-IOOIOII OBEDIENTLY W I THPREW THE RED- 
WINKING TUBE FROM THE PANEL. IT PUT WARM, 
MEALY FLUID IMTO HIS MOUTH- HE SWALLOWED 
MEASUREDLY. PERISTALSIS STIMULATORS IN 
HE INTESTINAL TRACT BEGAN THEIR DUTIES 



PERSONAL QUESTIONS ARE 
ALWAYS ANSWERED FREELY 1 
WHEN MILITARY DUTIES ARE 
COMPLETED. TOP PRIORITV IS 
TO BRIEFING, 5TUDy COUNTOUR 
MAP ON THE VIEW-SCREEN ' 




IN THE MOMENTS OF PREPARATION, J-IOOIOH THOUGHT BACK, TO SIMPLER 
DAYS, WHEN HE HAP A NAME, NOT A BINARY NUMBER", WAS IT HENRY--OR 
HENDRICK--HENRI6D, MAYBE? HE WAS 10 WHEN THE CONTROL MACHINES 
CAME FORHIM,AND ERASED NAMES AND A THOUSAND AND ONE OTHER. 
DETAILS THAT MACHINES CALL GATO-- LEAVING ONLY A RESIDUE OF 5IGHTS, 
5MELLS, COLORS, TASTE5. 




mass 



AND HIS RARENTS— ALSO NAME- 
LESS—HIS FATHER; BIS AND 
RANGY, OF AWKWARD STEP AND 
THUNDER0U5,DISTANT VOICE--HIS 
MOTHER; SOFT, QUIET, A QUIZZICAL 
FACE FRAMED BY DARK HAIR... 




^jl:^-: „ 




THE VOICE STARTLED HIM. 
MOMENTARILY, BUT THEN 
HE REACHED FOR HIS 
PRESSURE HELMET, SEALED 
IT INI PLACE WITH AUTOMATIC 
MACHINE -TRAINED MUSCLE 
MOVEMENT.' 
50 
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J-IOOIOM, HUMAN PILOT 
OF A PLANET FLIER NAMED 
CHARLES, SHOOK HIS HEAD 
IN RESIGNATION AND 
BRACED HIMSELF FOR 
ACCELERATION SHOCK.. 




BUT CENTRAL AMD HIGH COMMANDS WERE SOONGIVEU 
TO COMPUTERS ANP FINALLY, A LITTLE OVER A CEN- 
TURY AGO, THE. WHOLE GAL-FED DEFENSES WERF- 
GIVEN TO THE MACHINES. 



BUT THAT WAS IOO YEARS AGO. MOW RUMORS WERE 
ALOFT THAT THERE WfitE HO KALLASH AMY MORE.-OR 

HAD NEVER BEEN ANY IN THE FIRST PLACE. J-IOOIOII HAP 
NEVER MET ANY OF THEM, BUT THAT PROVED NOTHING; 
SPACE IS VAST/ 




QUICKLY HOW ,THE NETWORK OF SMALL WIRES- ONE AFTER 
JHE OTHER. TOUCH THEM. TO MAGNETIZEP TERMINALS OH 
ON THE HMDS, THE ARMS, LEGS AHP SHOULDERS! FEEL 
THE6RQMH6 SENSA170N OF A/RFL/6HT! BECOME ONENOW 
—A SINGLE UNIT OF MACHINE AMD MAN! 

51 
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too soon theclinvw/ 
too soon the battle 
was over, the fiery 
lovemaking was pone, 
j-fooioii notep dimly 
in the back of his mind 
Cor maybe in one of 
charles's synapse 
patterns) that three 
fliers were lost. it 
help no interest for 



r 



» 



wK REMOVE YOUR 
K MUSCLE CONTACTS 
Bfck NOW.' ^^^| 


■H. Ill fi 


SOMETHING CLICKED INSIDE HIS BOP/. 
HE MOVED IN ACTION DULLY, UNCARING. 
HE BECAME J-IOOIOU AGAIN. THE BATTLE, 
A DREAM, RAPING. 





AS YOU KNOW, THOSE 

WHO SERVE IN GAL- FED 

FORCES HAVE THEIR PERSONAL 

MEMORY DATA STORED IN 

THE MEMORY BANKS OF 

\ RHINSTRUCK.,TO BE RETURNED 

) TO THEM WHEN THEIR 

V TOUR OF DUTY ENDS 



THIS LIT DIMLY ONJ-IOOIOII. HE KNEW 
THAT THE EFFICIENT MACHINES WDULP 
NEVER. LET HIM GO. 



HE FELT, FLEETINGLY, THE 
MACHINE'S NERVE-IMPLANTS 
MOVING WITHIN HIM TO CONTROL 
SOMEEMOTION"AN6ER? FEAR? 
GRIEF? HE WASN'T SURE-JUST 
CURIOUS... 





AND TRAINED HIMTD FIGHT UNSEEN 
KAUASH--WERE THERE ANY OF THEM 
IN THE FIRST PLACE?--PROMISING TO 
RETURN HIM SOMEDAY— AND RETURN v . 
HIS MEMORY^TOyiM... j^t ,\ itf 





CONSCIOUSNESS 
EBBING, PILOT J- 
lOO'OI I SPOKE 
MORE TO HIMSELF 
THAM TO CHARLES- 




HE FELT A YAWN 
COMING -TRIED 
TO FIGHT IT— 
COULDN'T... 



HE DRIFTED INTO 
SLEEP REMEMBERING 
THE RAGE, BEAUTY, 
AND STRENGTH OF 
FLYING. A STAB OF 
ANGER ROSE. IM- 
PLANTS SUPPRESSED 
IT. HESLEPT--UNTIU 
HIS NEKT AWAKENING. 



THE END 



~\„NOW.„ HOW CAW 

I POSSIBLY _ 
SCHty -KU-I 



w?i»l 



I ouuat...Ot/(JHH.'.'.. 

I WHAT...WHAT'S 

1HWA«.. CANT . 
SHEATHS! 






UHR3RTUHATBLY... 
VAMPI(«.,.>CUWECE 

#/»w:.. mv Jiooa 

SUICICLV CIRCULATES 
THROUGH VDUR V£fW$.„ 
VOU WERE f09W.„ 

ooZhave #A8f£S... 



...SO EKE THE #*VflVANDTHE S47:„ 
WHO BOTH RATHER FfT OUR OPENIWS-.I 
VULTURES... EVIL«MJC1IVS 9JCK 
CRfiATUWS ...SUT BOTH *HSH HEHf 
TO SWOTS THE fclVEN N£Vf*MOtti< 



HIPEOUS SCREAMS ASSAULTEP THE 
EARS..THICK,CRIMSON FLUIP PRAINEP 
AS IF FROM SOME FESTERING SORE. . 
FOUL ANP PUTRIP PERFUME RAVAGEP 
THE SENSE OF SMELL. .MEN LEFT, TO 
SEEK A HAPPIER, MORE HALLOWEP 
GROUNP... WHILE OTHERS REMAINEPANP 
SOUGHT NAUGHT BUT... 





The ALL-VAMPIRE end ALL-GHOUL issues are coming 



THIS IS 
MOT TUB 
WORK. OF A 



, WHAT HELLISH 
SPAWN COULP TEAR 
ANP DEVOUR 

FLESH IN THIS 
GROTESQUE 
MANNER??//^ 



, .SOO LONG HAVE WE 
COWEREP BEHIKP SHUTTEREP ' 
WINPOWS IN FEAR!!' 



WE HAVE SLAIN ONE 
PARASITE THIS MORN.. 
IF WE MUST, WE'LL 
MARCH TO THE GATES 
OF HELL TO EXACT 
A OUST REVENGE 
FOR THIS NIGHT'S 
UNEXPECTEP 
.HORROR!!' 



, LET US 
KTREPAREM) 




BEyOND THE BRONZE- 
SCROLLED DOOR, LIES A 
MYRIAD SENSATIONS.' THE 

SWEET SCENT Of DECAYING MEAT... THE BUZZING OF TINV, 
FLUTTERING WINGS. ..AND, THE FEELING THAT SOME UNNAMABLE 
HORROR LURKS, AND WATCHES FROM THE SHADOWS, CHILLS 
THE BLOOP OF EACH MAN// 




^BRING \ 




/MY GOB \ 


MORE TORCHES 




1/ WHAT POISON 


FORWARD. . 


)\3 


L IS IN THE 


INEEPNIORE 


JL air? y 


l LIGHT > 







/ne\s% 




ONE w£'££ i 




NEVER 




HAVE TO 


fimpnm^§& 


PEAL WITH , 


' PERVERSIONS]/ 


s, AGAIN! 1 


OF NATURE 




\ WLLOOINHIM 




fcv SHORTLY// A - 



COME, 
1ST US 
SEARCH!/, 




i'Ji AS THE LIGHT OF A 
'<V FLICKERING TORCH / (I 
TO PASSES OVER A BANK /*,! 
GRANITE WALL "5X^1 



, MILLIONS . 

AMP MILLIONS ^ 

OF THEM/? 

, THE/H ALL 

OVER THE 

PLACE.'.' 



[riser off mmtu 

Moffmeeeew 



TRANSPARENT WINGS 8LURY0UR VISION, WHILE THE 
MONOTONOUS DRONE CLOGS THE EARS I IN THE FAR 
CORNERS OF YOUR MIND VOU HEAR THE SCREAMS 
THtp£ATH A60NIES.OF YOUR FRlBMPSW ' 




sunlight flourishes , while breath 
and bloop follow life in an endless 
ebb; lidless eves are devoured in 
pitiful fashion, and bones, long buried 
beneath layers of flesh, poke towarp 
the skies. ..you realize the slinp folly 
of mortals, anp the saviour of your 

TORMENTEP BOPY...^je)7)yc// 



■mBtP 



m 


^KTanp the^ 


^M EARTH SHALL 


i^M 


■ HEAVE MD 


■k.wK 


9K TW/ST 




■Zs^S^AaOUT. . .A 



imr*> 


u Xi*, 








k | 


l$fhk 




\" \\« \ IH 




'fTr^ 




«v-*^* 


" ^3lr ^^ 




^& 


1 'WKm 


Q 


R^Tamd thg SKy^^B 

' SHALL BE RUEP ^H 
WITH AWFUL*«> ^H 






1 /J IS 




K. LIGHTNING... ^H 


Br ,-— »? 
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...AND WHEN THE THING THAT IS RE-BORN IS 
A&AIN ALIVE...THERE SHALL BEPfACE OKI THE 
EARTH...ANP THE SKIES SHALL BEO*//£7B>...AND 
THE HEAVENS OWMEO...TILL SON.E-OIVE OR. 
SOME-WWS PO STANP IN IT5 (VAX-THEN AGA IU 
THERE 5HALL BE CHAOS ANP THE EARTH WILL 
WIS TIME BE LAID TO RUIN... 
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svuf^ar^ 



in wii^jT 



NOSFERATU 

calls logathe- 1Z THINGS from a'l cart; . 
| of the «arld 10 tsll ihe.r AWFUL TALES of | 
I WEIRD HORPOP. . - . e aoecial 12-chap:e 
series you'li wan: :o COLLECT and CHERISH I 
iscause ifiey'ra VASTER PIECES OF 
[ MACABRE . . . siartmg in SCREAM ■ 




. . . WHAT IS A SCREAM? . , 



« . . to answer that question we need WORDS, 
and PICTURES . . . and answer it we DO in the 
3rd SKYWALD HORROR -MOOD MAGAZINE 
doomed to hit the newsstands on JUNE 25 
a SCREAM will well up within yog when you 
it ... for it DOES teach you exactly HOW-TO 
- SCREAM . . . 




